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rein. All had been carefully thought out. A half squadron of
hussars trotted forward and dropped into the solemn walk
which must mark the funereal occasion. Behind them a party
of staff officers and aides-de-camp fell into formation. As they
gained the opening of the Horns Gata, State-Marshal Fersen's
coachman followed in their rear. Behind him came the hearse,
the Court Chamberlain's coach, the second half squadron, and
the travelling carriages of the dead Prince's suite. So they
passed back into that long straight lane of silence, of watching
resentment and hatred.

They were near Saint Mary's Church, three quarters of the
way to the swing bridge, when the first stone was thrown.

GENERAL ANDERS SKJOLDEBRAND, red-faced but
dapper in his black frock-coat, was watching the cavalcade
from behind the ranks of soldiers in Sodermalms Square. He
did not like the look of the crowd,, nor the sound of savage
mutterings that seemed to fill the air. If it had not been for the
troops, there might be more stones flying here. As it was, the
procession emerged from the Horns Gata unhampered, but
Skjoldebrand could not help noticing that one of the coach
windows was already cracked. He wished Fersen had not
thought so much display was called for, he wished that the
gilded coach had toned in better with the drab-hued, dusty
hearse. State-Marshal Fersen, preceding it with such splendour
and circumstance, might suggest, to envious eyes, the triumph
of a victor who brings a murdered enemy in his wake. But the
envious did nothing to hinder the procession in the Sodermalms
Square: it reached the head of the spring bridge in safety:
General Skjoldebrand turned away, elbowed himself out of the
crowd and sought some side-street that would take him on to
the island without need of further elbowing.

He had a notion that he ought to go to the Palace, find
Klingsporr, the Governor of Stockholm, and warn him that
Stockholm was in ugly mood. Klingsporr was a soldier of sorts,
but the good General could not help wishing, as he went to find
him, that he was not such an unmitigated old woman. What-